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Newcaftle  upon  Tyne:  ' 
'ontedby  J.  Marfhall,  in  the  Old  Fh?fh-Marketj 
ere  may  alfo  be  had,  a  large  and  interesting  Collection 
of  Songs,  Ballads,  Tales,  Histories,  tfc. 


The  Lass  that  made  the  Bed  is  me. 

WHEN  January  winds  were  blawing  caul J, 
As  to  the  north  I  bent;  ruv  way  ; 

The  darksome  night  did  me  enfauld, 

I  kend  na  wjiere  to  lodge  till  day  ; 

But  by  good  luck  a  lafS  I  met, 

Just  in  the  middle  of  my  care, 

And  kindly  fhe  did  me  invite. 

To  walk  into  a  chamber  fair.  ,  .  „ 

••  *  ’  r  -  ■*’  '  :  "...  *  *  I 

I  bow’d  fu’  low  unto  this  maid, 

And  thanked  her  for  her  couttesie-^- 
I  bow’d  fu’  low  unto  this  maid,  -  - . 

And  bade  her  niak’  a  bed  for  me  :  *  ' 

She  made  the  bed  both  jargb  and  -Wicffe»  « 

Wi’  twa  white  hands  she  spread  it  down,  ■} 

She  put  the  cup  to  her  roly  lips, 

And  drank  ‘  Young  man,  now^Leep 'ye  found,* 

She  snatch’d  the  candle  in  her  hand, 

‘‘  A’hd  from  my  chamber  went  wiTpecd’j 
Buj  I  call’d  hti  quickly  back  again, 

To  lay  ibme  mair  below  my  head. 

A  cod  site  laid  below  my  head,  l  < 

\  And  ferved  me  wi’  due  refpect  ;  ;  h  :  • 

And  to  faiute  her  wi’  a  kifs, 

* '  I  put  my  a;  nib  about  her  neck. 

:Huud  a-ff  your  hand,  young  man,  fliefays, 

And  dinna  fae  uncivil  be, 

Gif  ye  hHe  ®ny  luve  for  me, 

.vG^yrang  nae  my  virginity  ! 
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let-  hair  was  like  the  links  o’ go wd. 

Her  teeth  were  iik&thh  ivory, 
ler  cheeks  like  lilies  dipt  in  wine. 

The  lafs  that  madesthe  bed  to  me. 

ler  bosom  was  the  driven  snaw, 

Twa  drifted  heaps  sac  fair  to  see, 
lor  limbs  the  polilh’d  marble  stane. 

The  lafs  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 
kill’d  her  o’er  and  o’er  again, 

And  ay  (he  will  na  what  to  say; 
laid  her  ’tween  me  and  the  wa' — 

The  laffie  thought  na  lang  till  day. 

T o n  the  morrow  when  we  raife, 

I  thank’d  her  for  her  courtefy  ; 

$tn  ay  ftre.blufh’d,  and  ay  fhe  figh’d. 
And  faid,  1  Alas  !  ye’ve  ruin’d  me.’ 
clalp’d  her  waist,  and  kils’d  her  syne. 
While  the  tear  ftotfd  tvtfirfkling  in  her  e 
faid,  My  laflie,  dinna  cry. 

For  ye  ay  Mil  mak’  the  bed  to  me. 

,!“e  took  her  mither’s  holland  fheets,  ‘,t 
And  made  them  a’  in  farks  to  me ;  - 
blithe  and  merry  may  fhe  be, 
f  he  la/s  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 
'^bonnie  lafs  made  the  bed  to.  Wf,  , 
m  lle,  braw  lafs  made  the'bedto  me, 

V?e  e.r  for£et  till  the  dav  I  die, 
he  lafs  that  made  the  bVd  tb’ttiei1’*-  r 
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Hope  told  a  Flattering  Tale* 

HOPE  told  a  flatting  tale. 

That  joy  would  foon  return; 
Ah  !  nought  my  lighs  avail. 

For  Love  is  doom’d  to  mourn. 

Ah  !  where’s  the  flatt’rer  gone  ? 
From  me  for  ever  flown  ; . 

The  happy  dream  of  love  is  o’er. 
Life,  alas  !  can  charm  no  more. 


Bruce* s  Address . 

SCOTS,  wha  ha’e  wi’  Wallace  bled, 
Scots,  wham  Bruce  has  often  led  1 
Welcome  to  your  gory  bed. 

Or  to  victory  1 

Now’s  the  day,  and  now’s  the  hour  ! 
See  the  front  of  battle  lour  1 
See  approach  proud  Edward’s  pow’r, 
Chains  and  slavery  1 

Wha  wad  be  a  traitor  knave  ? 

Wha  wad  fill  a  coward’s  grave ; 

Wha  sae  base  as  be  a  Have  ? 

Traitor  turn  and  flee  i 
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Wha  for  Scotland’s  king  and  law 
Freedom’s  S^Word  will  ftrangly  draw  r 
Freemen  fiand,  or  freemen  fa, 

Caledonia,  on  wi’  me ! 

By  Oppreflion’s  woes  and  pains  ! 

By  your  sons  in  fervile  chains  1 
We  will  draw  our  deareft  veins. 

But  they  (hall  be  free. 

Lay  the  proud  ufurpers  low ! 

Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe  l 
Liberty’s  in  every  blow  \ 

Forward,  let  us  do  or  die! 

My  Lovely  Maty* 

SAD  forrow’s  cloud  has  pafs’d  away,; 
And  hope  ftafids  forth  in  bright  array. 
With  prospect  light  and  airy  : 

With  her  I  love,  I  bleft  lhall  be. 

The  child  of  fweet  fimplicity. 

My  lovely,  lovely  Mary  ! 

The  flaunting  woodbine  far  lefs  gay, 

Lefs  fair  the  bloffoms  of  the  May, 

Thah  my  dear  little  fairy  •, 

And  then  her  heart  is  fix’d  on  me. 

Meek  child  of  sweet  fimplicity. 

My  lovely,  lovely  Mary  l 
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My  home  hdysium  now  wijl  |)roy.e, 

The  blefs’d  abode  of  peace  apd  love. 

Of  idle  pleasures  wary  *  ‘ 

What  bhi’s  to  pafs  my  life  with  thee. 

Meek  child  oifweet  Ifmplicity, 

My  lovely,  lovely  Mary  ! 

«  'O  y;  *  ..  -.’r*  ;•  :  i  ,  y  '■  r  '■ 

The  Maicl.  of  Murlivale, 

■  -J  •'  '  -  -  ■  -  -  . '  .  |jT 

WHERE  is  the  nymph,  whose  azure 
eye 

Can  Aline  through  rapture’s  tear  ? 

The  fun  has  funk,  the  moon  is?  high. 

And  yet  Axe  comes  not  here. 

Oh  !  Maid  of  Mdrlhiaie. 

t  ;  * 

Was  that  her  fbofAep  on  the  hill. 

Her  voice  upon  the. gale? 

No,  ’twas  the  wind,  and  all  is  hill,  «  , 

Oh  !  Maid  of  Marlivale. 

Come  to  me,  love  !  I’ve  wander’d  far  ; 

’  i  is  paft  the  promis’d  hour  ; 

Come  to  me,  love  1  the  tw  ilight  Aar 
Shall  guide  tliee  to  my  bow’r. 

Oh  1  Maicl  of  Marlivale. 
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GoM^ightki  n  ' 

c  q  Q"[)  night!  good  night  ’/—and  is  it  so. 

And  miifl-I  tram- my  Kofi  go  ? 

Oh  !  Rcfa,  fay  ‘  Good  night !’  once  more. 
And  I’ll  repeat  it  q’er  and  o’er, 

Till  the  firit  glance  of. dawning  hSlxt 
Shall  find  us  faying  hih  6  Good  night .  •  , 

And  ftill  ‘  Good  night  ’’  my  Rosa  fay- 
But  whifper  ftill,  *  A  minute  flay  *,’ 

And  I  will  flay,  and  every  minute 
Shall  have  an  age  , of  rapture  in  it ! 

We’ll  kifs  and  kifs,  in  quick  deliglrt,  . 

And  murmur,  while  we  kifs  1  ‘Goodnight. 

<  Good  night  ’’  you’ll  murmur  with  a  hgh, 

And  tell  me  it  is  time  to  fly  : 

And  I  will  vow  to  kifs  no  more,  i 
Yet  kifs  you  closer  than,  before. 

Till  Humber  seaf  our  weary  sight,  . 

And  then,  my  love !  my  foul  l /  Goodnight . 

The  Wonders . 

YOUR  laughter  I'll  try  to  provoke. 

With  the  wonders *T  ve  got  in  rny  travels } 
The  first  is  a  pig  in  a  poke, 

tfext  a  laW'Cal’e  without  any  cavils : 
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A  fit  aw  poker,  a  tiffany  boat. 

Paper  boots,  to  walk  dry  thro’  the  ditches, 

A  new  lignum  vitae  great  coat, 

Flint  waiiicoat,  and  a  pair  ofglafs  breeches. 
Tol  lol,  &c. 

A  dimity  warming  pan,  new, 

Steel  night-cap  and  pair  oflawn  bellows 
A  yard- wide  foot  rule,  and  then  two 
Odd  (hoes,  that  belong  to  odd  fellows. 

China  wheelbarrow,  earthen-ware  gig, 

A  book  bound  in  wood  with  no  leaves  to?t, 
Befides  anew  velveret  wig. 

Lin’d  with  tripe,  and  a  loRg  pair  of  fleeves  to’t. 
Tol  lol  &c. 

A  coal-sk^ttle  trim’d  with  scotch  gauze, 

Pickl’d  crumpets  and  barricoed  muffins  ; 
Tallow  lie w  pan,  nankeen  cheft  of  drawers  .; 

Dumb  alarm  bell  to  frighten  humguffins ; 

Six  knives  and  forks  made  of  red  tape, 

A  patent  wafh-leather  polony, 

A  gilt  coat  with  a  gingerbread  cape, 

And  lin’d  with  the  belt  maccaronie. 

Tol  lol,  &c. 

A  pluin  pudding  made  of  in^h  deal, 

A  pot  of  mahogany  capers  ; 

A  gooseberry  pye  made  of  veal, 

And  fluff’d  with  two  thiee-corner’d  scrapers  : 

S  >ur  crout  fweet’n’d  well  with  frnall  coal, 

A.  friccafee’d  carper,  ter’s^  mallet ; 

A  call  iron  toad  in  a  hole, 

And  a  monftrous  great  hole  in  the  ballad. 

FINIS. 
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